White Hawthorn

cased in golden armour with an eagle heavily
embossed. His arms were bare, but golden
bracelets gleamed on his wrists; gold bands
were clasped above his elbow. She looked
down at has feet to the curious sandals he wore,
and the cross-garters wound in and out; and
the white tunic with its edge of golden
broidery. All this she saw in less than half a
moment.

When he came nearer, the sunlight glinting
on his helmet dazzled her so that she could not
distinctly see his face.

The sun's heat and the scent of hawthorn
stifled her; and her heart beat to suffocation
with a terror in which joy was blended.

She swayed and would have fallen, but his
arms had caught her, and his breastplate was
pressed close against her bosom while his lips
sought hers.

Then with a loud cry she awakened trem-
bling.

She rubbed her eyes, and looked round in
perplexity. There was the Roman camp, and
there the purple hills; and here the ancient
thorn tree and the mass of blossoms she had
gathered.

And yet how changed. Though the sun
shone and the birds twittered, just as they had
twittered when she had fallen asleep, she did
not know if it were but seven days, or seven
years, or only a few moments she had been
away in Elfland. Her heart still throbbed, and